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TES RECLUSE. 
(Continued from page 155.) 


Five times had the clock of the abbey struck 
the hour of night since Elodie had descende 
from the tower. From the foot of the altar she 
entered the solitary vault where the ash 
departed mother reposed. he pale gtare o 
the funeral lamps, which burned day and aight, 
lighted the mausoleum. As she leaned against 
the urn which enclosed the mortal remains of 
her parent, the Virgin of Underlach had ascend- 
ed iu idea, to the realms of the blessed, from 
whence, doubtless, her mother now looked down 
on her, when a slight noise attracted her atten- 
tion. At the ead of the vault, a subterranean 
door, till then unknown to the Orphan, opened, 
and the Recluse appeared in complete armour. 


A bronze helmet, overshadowed with black 
plumes, covered that brow which laurels must 
once have graced. A glittering sword was in 
his hand, and a coat of mail defended his robust 
form A black belt served as a scarf; and like 
Pyrrhus, at the mausoleum of Achilles, Orestes 
at the palace of Egistus, Arbaces at the tomb of 
Ninus, he appeared the terrible champion sum- 
moued to vengeance. 

The daughter of Saint Maur could not sup- 
press a cry of surprise aud joy.—‘ You are come, 
then,’ said she, with transport, and rushing to- 
wards hiin —‘ Heaven protects Elodie : her pray- 
er is beard !"—then, a-hamed of her first emo- 
tions, she blushed, and cast her-eyes on the 
ground. 

‘ Elodie has called me,’ replied the Recluse— 
‘ What are her commands” 

His deportment was grave and severe, his ac- 
cents mournful, his look dark, and his language 
cold. The intimidated girl looked at him with 
astonishment. Intense sufferings had altered 
his features. Mouryful and depressed, the Re- 
cluse seemed to consider life as a burthen, from 
which he could not be emancipated without a 
violent effort, and desperate resolution. His 
words were hurried, and his looks pale and fe- 
rocious. The expression of his countenance 
was sometines that of wildness; and yet, in the 
presence of Elodie, something teuder and sub- 
missive shove through the threatening gloom 
which overshadowed bim. 

‘What are my commands?’ replied Elodie, in 
a tone of tenderness— Ilave L aright to com- 
mand?’ 

‘Speak,’ replied the inhabitant of the moan- 
tain; ‘whether you bave a right to command or 
uot, [am ready toobey you. For you 1 forfeit- 
ed my oaths; for you I have resumed these 
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blood! Is not this weapon yet satiated !—Lead| 

















arms, which I had sworn never to wear again ; 
for you have I unsheathed the sword that I 
had thrown by with borror; and for you I feel 
that this heart, which should have remained in- 
sensible and frozen, throbs with the violence of 


- Jove.” 


As he pronounced these words, the voice of 
the Recluse gradually lost its asperity. ‘ Elo- 
die,’ resumed he, ‘why did you summon me? 

‘ This chapel,’ replied the Orphan, ‘ is prepa- 
ved for the nuptuals of Elodie and Palzo. Can 
you, then, ask why [ summoned you” 

At this answer the enraged warrior brandished 
his sword with fury. His unconquerable rage 
overcame his reason; and while menacing flash- 
es of anger illumined his face, he cried, ‘ More 


ad 


ine to Palzo.’ 

‘Great God!" exclaimed the terrified girl, 
‘what are you about?” 

Trembling, and bathed in tears, she sought to 


dij detain him; and, seizing bis hand, pressed it 


between her own. The inconceivable being 


es of her|j Sarted—this magic contact svened to have 
fj Changed his very being. 


fuvoluntarily he raised 
to bis lips the trembling hand which sought to 
detain him The fire which rau through his 
veins was no longer that of rage, and the lion of 
the desert had lost bis ferocity. 

* Forgive me" cried be, with resumed calm- 
ness, ‘but at the uame of Palzo, at the name of 
the presumptious man who dares aspire to your 
haud, an irresistable emotion of auger and indig- 
natién assailed me. Dispel your alarm: the 
wretch shall be punished, but not by me. The 
traitor must perish, but you will not witness his 
destruction. 

* Dearest Elodie,” continued he, “ before the 
sigual-fire summoned me to your assistance, I 
had prepared every thing requisite to release 
you from the power of your tyrant. I watched 
over your fate, aud foresaw.the blow which 
threatened you. Palzo shall never be your 
husband.’ 

‘Who, then, will extinguish the torch of Hy- 
men? said the daughter of Saint Maur. 

‘[,’ replied the Recluse. 

‘You! Oh! in pity, do not risk your life!’ 

‘No blood willbeshed. I shall not leave the 
mountain ” 

‘ Who, then, will come to save me >’ 

‘ The emissaries of the Recluse. 

‘And will you promise,’ exclaimed Elodie, 
with eagerness, ‘will you swear not to expose 
your life? 

The Recluse, much affected by the tender 
voice of the Orphan, and the interest she expres- 
sed for him, with difficulty concealed his agita- 
tion. Scarcely daring to lovk on her, he hastily 
pronounced these words: ‘1 was sure of gaining 
an entrance into the monastery, through a sub- 
terranean passage, a secret vault known to me 
alene. To avoid the danger of observation and 
sudden atlack, I put on armour, and hoped to 
reach your apartment without obstacle. A se- 
cret presentiment assured me we should meet 
Knowing your uneasiness, I came to dissipate it. 
Once more | implore you not to dread a mar- 
riage which can never take place. 1! have fulfil. 
led my promise—you have implored my aid, 
and you are saved; you have relied on my de- 
voted attachment, and you are secure” 

He ceased, and was departing through the se- 
cret door of the vault, when Elodie exclaimed : 
‘Stay one moment.’ 

© You once repulsed me,’ said the Recluse, as 
he returned towards her; ‘ wherefore detain me 
now ?—QOh, you! whose image and remembrance 
I bear constantly with me, as the north wind 
carries the clouds and tempest, will you never 
grant me your pity? : : 

‘ What have I said” cried he, as, loosing all 
self-command, he fell at her feet ‘ What have I 
said ?—Have I asked your pity ’—No, I am not 
worthy of your compassion ; be deaf to my sup- 
plications. 1 am insensate, but I adore you! 
Alas! love is the only virtue I have saved in the 
wreck of existence. Angelic beauty! can thy 
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{No. 21. 
a 
1 wander, in the midst of darkness ‘ 
for death —Elodie, thou weepest! weed. = 
ings, then, have touched thy heart.—My fate 
interests thee—thou wilt no longer repulse me- 
Complete thy work. Let thy heart justify me 
aud heaven will forgive me. Let me posses thy 
love, and I shall be saved.’ 

‘Be it so, replied the agitated and subdued 
Elodie. 

* Swear then,’ said the inhabitant of the moun 
tain, * swear on this tomb, to be only mine" 

‘On this tomb! echoed the Orphan, retreating 
with terror. 

‘Why not” vehemently replied the Recluse ; 
*‘ death is ag sacred as life, and tombs are famil- 
iar to me.” 

The maiden of Underlach yielded to the irre- 
sistable influence of the warrior, and raising ber 
hand to the monumental urn as to the hymenial 
altar; beneath the sepulchral vault, and in a so- 
len voice, pronounced the oath which bound 
her tothe Recluse, ‘I swear,’ cried she, ‘ never 
to be the bride of avother!’ 

** And I,” replicd he, “will have no bride but 
Elodie. Yes, Elodie or death *’ [Heaven or bef!” 

Atthis moment the deep sound of the abbey 
bell was beard; its mouruful tone resembled the 
knellof a departing soul. The terrified Elodie 
felt her blood curdle, a cold perspiration be- 
dewed ber forehead, and her head sunk om the 
shoulder of the Recluse. 

“Almighty God!” said she, wildly, “ what 
was that terrifying sound? what words were ut- 
tered?) Can this be a nuptial benediction ” 

The sound of the bell was heard again, and 
the Orphat rerovered her senses. + was the 
hour of morning prayer, and the same sound 
every morning aroused the invhabitants of the 
valley. 

‘ Let us part,’ cried Elodie, and darting on the 
Recluse a look of love, mingled with melancholy 
and regret, she rushed from the cavern, closed 
the subterranean door, and departed from the 
chapel. 








<a 
BOOK 1X. 

At the break of day, the prince of Palzo, fol- 
lowed by a numerous retinue directed bis march 
towards the Terrible Peak, the place of redez- 
vous appointed for the rebels. The traces of 
care were visible on his brow; his words were 
hasty, and his looks impatiegt. The decisive 
day was approaching; and, whatever firmness a 
rebel chief may display, the hour of reflection, 
which precedes the bursting of the storin, re- 
sembles in some degree the agonies of the 
dying. 

The priace arrived at the foot of the Terribie 
Peak His brow had resumed its habitual com- 
posure and imposing severity. This wary poli- 
tician possessed the entire command of his fee)- 
ings, and knew how to conceal the secre* anxic- 
ty which preyed upon him beneath a aask of 
boldness Several of the factious chiefs awaited 
him; but, as the rebellious peasants had foretold, 
the armed mountaineers who were to be reviewed 
by Palzoin this retired spot, had refused to as- 
senble on the Terrible Peak. The superstitious 
inhabitants of the country would have fearlessly 
rushed on certain death; hat they dared not ap 
proach the mountain on whose summit the bleed- 
ing phantom was accustomed to appear Real 
danger could not subdue their dauntless brave- 
ry; but their courage vauished before super- 











band, by pressing mine, remove the stains of 
guilt? Thy presence seems to purify the air I 
breathe, but can it absolve me? Far from thee, 


natural terrors 
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A devore la main du crime: 
Contre Palzo monte la voix 
Du noir abime. 


The discontent of Palzo was extreme; for de- 
lay might be fatal. Concealiog. bis alarm, he 
summoned the principal conspirators, and shew- 
edthem a dispatch from the French Govern- 
ment, renewing the promises of Louis the Elev- 
enth. He likewise informed them that a de- 
tachment of Lorraine troops only awaited his 
signals to revolt from Reue, range themselves 
under his banners, and open the gates of Nancy 

Accordiug to the plan of the conspirators, the 
South of Lorraine, from Epinal, was to form a 
separate province, extending its frontiers to the 
canton of Morat, and the covey was to 
devolve on Paizo. Nancy, Lupeville, Metz, 
the Barrois, avd the rest of the dominions. of 
Rene. were to be united to France. Immediate- 
ly on the erection of the standard of revolt, the 
soldiers of Louis the Eleventh were to join Pal- 
zo, and the two armies were thentomarch from 
Epinal towards Nancy 

After an eloquent harangue from the prince, 
new enthusiasm filled the hearts of the rebel 
chiefs, and they reiterated their oaths of fideli- 
ty. Paizo smiled at their noisy acclamations, 
and commanded them to assemble their soldiers 
on the plains of Morat, where the Swiss had 
formerly triumphed over the Burgundians. From 
this place of general rendezvous they were to 
proceed to Epival, where the troops of Lorraine 
and France were to join them. 

The chiefs, having definitively settled the plan 
of the conspiracy, separated. 

The morning was already far advanced, when 
Palzo, beneath a dark and cloudy sky, began 
to retrace his steps towards the abbey. As he 
reached the midst of the forest, he dispatched 
on important missions the several warriors who 
accompanied him, and descended alone the path 
which led to the valley. 

Pla in deep and dismal thoaghts, Palzo 

the reins of bis courser, who soon 
straying from the beaten track, putsued his way 
amidst the trees and rocks. A sudden stop 
made by the horse recalled the prince to reeol- 
lection, and he perceived that he had lost his 
way. A deep ravine was immediately before 
him, and, inconsiderate of danger, he violently 

his courser. The impetuous animal 
sprang to the other side, but, entangling one of 
his hinder feet in the root of a tree, he fell, and 
Palzo was precipitated to the depth beneath 

He arose with difficulty, but though his 
clothes were much torn his contusions were 
trifling. Clinging to the bushes and pieces of 
rock, he at last succeeded in raising himself 
trom the precipice; but vain were his attempts 
to recover his steed, and, finding himself under 
the necessity of abandoning him to his fate, he 
slowly advanced in the direction of the monas- 


De ’'Hymen tu pares lautel, 
Elodie est en ta puissance ? 
Mais, ignores-tu que le ciel 
Souvent protege l'innocencé? 
A lautel te donuant la main 
Aupres de toi, prince inhumain, 
Qu'auraientaux yeux de ta victime 
Eclaire les flambeaux d’Hymen? 
Un noir abime 
Ton heure sonne—repens toi ; 
Aux cieux eleveta priere; 
Sur ton front, de la Mort je vois 
S’avancer Ja faux sanguinaire. 
Qui dicta tonarret? Le Ciel. 
Qui va reprouve? L'Eternal. 
Qui inspira? Le dieu du crime. 
Qui t’addresse un dernier appel? 
Le noire abime.” * 




























The prince, petrified with horror, and seized 
witha mortal trembling, gazed on the terrific 
precipice, from which he expected some fright- 
ful spectre to issne. His features became coun- 
vulsed, his blood froze in his veins, his teeth 
chattered, his hair stood on end, and a cold 
sweat stood on his forehead. A hoarse cry 
burst from his lips, and his livid countenance 
expressed distraction. 

But a death-like silence succeeded the fatal 
subterranean song. The bewildered Palzo, 
trembling, fled from the frightiul brink. Dis- 
tracted with terror, he climbed the most danger- 
ous rocks, rushed through the thickest bushes, 
and leaped the deepest ravipes. He at last 
found himself in the valley, and the freshness of 
the morning air calmed the disorder of his 
senses, and restored the circulation of his blood. 
He breathed once more; but his haggard eyes, 
burning brow, and trembling knees, betrayed 
the agitation of his frame. 

On his return to the monastery, the prince re- 
tired unseen to his apartments. By degrees the 
dreadful impression of the inferiial song wore 
away. He considered that the voice which 
issued from the abyss might not be supernatural 
Some path cut in the rock might lead to the bot- 
tom of the gulph, and an unknown person had 
perhaps descended. But the stranger, whoever 
he might be, was undoubtedly an enemy ; and, 
atany rate, whether supernatural or not, the 
omen might prove fatal. 

Paizo threw off his blood-stained garments; 
and, having effaced every trace of his slight 
wounds, descended with a calm and serene air 
to the apartments of the Countess Imberg. 

The rich hymeneal presents, so anxiously ex- 


Bleeding and wounded, he endeavoured to find || pected by the prince, had arrived from Nancy, 


the road, and wandered as chance directed him 


eee, 





a 
and the richest works of art were pom 

displayed before the Orphan by the Coy 
Imberg; but the daughter of Saint meee 
beld with indifierence the dazzling robes, be. 
rich jewels which were presented to h “ 
Nothing surprised, nothing charmed her — 
like an unconcerned spectator of an uninte = 
ing festival, or a mere assistant at the whivies, 
of another, she gazed with indifference on tL 
magnificent offerings of love. . 

The countess watched Elodie, and was at 
loss what to conclude from the coldness of bee 
answers, her absent looks, almost ironica} snailes, 
and contemptuous tranquillity Nothing appear. 
ed to agitate her, and she evinced neither sur. 
prise, gaiety, nor melancholy. The countess 
notwithstanding her profound know ledge of the 
haman heart, could not compreheid the strap 
conduct of her niece, whose sentiments she 
could not divine, and whose secret thoughts she 
could not unravel. 

The day passed unmarked by any particula; 
event. The eyes of the Orphan were frequent. 
ly directed towards the mountain of Morat!— 
The emissaries of the Recluse had not arrived. 
and the morrow was appointed for these ill fated 
nuptials. 

As the evening approached the Prince of Pal. 
zo seevied at the height of happiness. He 
awaited with impatience the dawn of the day on 
aco all his wishes were to be fulfilled The 

calmness of Elodie appeared to hima favourable 
augury ;and, but for the subterranean pro. 
phecy, his heart would have yielded entirely 
to the intoxication of hope and love. 

Relying on the promises of the Recluse, the 
confiding Elodie enjoyed profound repose, and 
awoke not till the dawn of day. A noise of tumult 
and confusion assailed her ear, and she sprang to 
the window, when what was her astonishment 
at beholding the monastery guarded by soldiers, 
y and the standards of the Duke of Lorraine float- 
ing on the turrets. The guards of Valzo, taken 
by surprise, were disarmed and made prisoners 
by the soldiers of Rene, who without bloodshed, 
took possession of the posts and outlets of 
¥theabbey, which, like a citadel of war, became 
the property of a new master. 

The dismayed and agitated Countess Imberg 
rushed into the presence of the Orphan. De- 
spair filled her soul; terror was visible on her 
ceuntenance ; and she, who had once been the 
protectress, now implored the assistance of her 
adopted child. 

In the name of the Duke of Lorraine Palzo 
was arrested on the charge of high treason — 
Loaded with chains he was thrown into the dun- 
geon of the abbey by order of the commander 
of the Lorraine army, aud this commander was 
the Couut de Norindall. 


it seemed but too probable that the confiden- 








aud were deposited in the grand saloon of the 


to the centre of the forest. Overcome with |labbey. The most magnificent gifts of opulence. 


fatigue, he paused at the brink of a deep pre- 
cipice which impeded his progress, and in the 
depth of which he beard the roar of the torrent. 
The prince sat down on the steep rock to rcecov- 
er his strength, and vainly sought through the 
gloomy obscurity to measure the depth of the 
He heard but the dashing of the waters 
which roared beneath the hollow rocks Ona 
sadden a human voice seemed to issue from the 
vast gulph, and an. infernal strain, like-the ac- 
cents of the prince of darkness, ascended from 
the bowels of the earth. Pulzo distinguished 
the following words . 








* Vile rebel! odious traitor ! thy dark plots 
are discovered. Hated by heaven and earth 
Palzo, thy fate approaches. The ro 
seized by the adventurer oft blasts t 
hand that wields it. The voice of theb 
cries Woe to Palzo! 

Thou hast decked the altar of Hymen, 
Elodie is in thy power; but knowest thou not 
that Heaven can protect innocence? 


e crimival 


thee her hand, the tore 
kindled from the black ab 


“Vitrevolte! traitre odieux! ee te pee, Fepent, and raise 
Ta noire trame est decouverte. 

Hai de la terre et des cieux, 
Palzo, to marches a ta perte. 

Saisi par "homme des exploits, 


Ah! souvent le sceptres des rois 


ruthless Death approaching. 
Darkness inspires thee ; a 


creed thy sentence, andthe Almight - 
ish. Listen to this last warning from the Lisek 


tial friend of Palzo would be implicated in the 
plot, and perbaps convicted as an accomplice — 
The countess was not ignorant of the passion 
Egbert had professed for Elodic, and this pas- 


:||sion might save her from the threatened danger. 
al sceptre { She therefore sought the Orphan of Underlach. 


Affected by tbe despair of the countess, the 


lack abyss||tender Elodie, forgetting the persecution she 


bad endured, thought only of calming the ter- 


andjirors of her protectress. 


‘* Perfidious wretch" cried the artful friend 


. : In the flof Paizo, “ hew have I been deceived! I should 
yes of thy victim, forced at the altar to give || have sacrificed my daughter to him; my Elodie 
b agg men would seem jj would have been the bride of a rebel chief! Im- 


plicated in this horrible conspiracy perhaps my 


thy }} life will falt ifice, but dulity de- 
prayers to heaven; for, hehoid the scythe of|lserves po bi ehh "Senda ocean Gullte 


The prince ofjioh! my beloved child, I bave to reproach my- 
Heaven has de-jiself c ; ‘ “¥ 4 


I may appear guilty, but 


hiefly with having endeavoured to force 
oar inclinations ; one day more and you would 
ave been the victim of my tyranny. Let Rene 


—_ 
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plange me in a dungeon, let all condemn mez 
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could I be assured of Elodie’s forgiveness, I 


could submit to the willof fate without regret.” 


Her words seemed like those of truth, and 
innocence is credulous. The daughter of Saint 
Maur consoled the cuuntess, and hastily descend- 
ed to the presence of the Count de Norindall. 

Ezbert was expecting Elodic, but, uotwith- 
standing bis efforts to control his feelings and 
conceal his emotion, the noble Count de Norin- 
dall, overcome by bitter recollections, trembled 
atthe sightof the Orphan. 


When his agitation had in some degree sub- | return to terminate her days in the monastery of 
sided, Egbert explained to Elodie the object of | Underlach. 


his journey to Underlach, and the daring con- 
spiracy, the authe:.tic proofs of which were in 
the hands of the Duke of Lorraine. ‘“ The 
Prince of Palzo,” said the count, as he conclud- 
cd his recital, * as chief of the rebels, is loaded 
with chains. The Swiss government has per- 
mitted his arrest, aid be is to be tried by a 
council of war at Nancy. Ana ignominious 
death will be his fate, and the execution of their 
leader willserve as an example to the rebels * 

Noble warrior,’ exclaimed Elodie, “ who could 
inform the sovercign of Palzo’s conspiracy ?” 

“Who?” replied Egbert, “ the Recluse.” 

“Aud how was he enabled to discover the 
plot ? how could he reveal ittothe Duke of Lor- 
raine !” 

“ It imports not,” answered the count, “ b 
what weans he unmasked crime! it is on 
that he succeeded. The inhabitant of the moun- 
tain was born to astonish the world, one word 
fromhis lips would perhaps decide the fate of 
Europe. Even now he might dart from the des- 
ert and surprise the universe.” 

* He'—the Recluse!” interrupted Elodie. 
“ For heaven's sake explain yourself” 

Without replying to this interrogation, Egbert 
turned towards the splendid presents of the 
prince, which yetremained inthe grand saloon. 
“This morning,” said he, heaving a deep sich, 
“ this qoruing was Palzo to have led you to the 
altar. Miserable being! how sincerely do I 
pityhim' Never,” said he with bitterness, as 
he raised the covering of a splendid piece of 
workmanship, surmounted by a diademn of 
flowers, “ never will my hand place the nuptial 
bandeau on the forehead of a bride. The dead- 
ly breath of misfortune has forever extinguished 
the torch of Hymen for me, and withered the 
garlands of love.” 

‘But the sister of the Duke of Lorraine” 
said the Orphan, timidly 

* Could aheart which had once loved you beat 
for another. Can cold arnbition replace ardent 
passion. At the feet of his sovereign Egbert 
poured forth the secrets of his heart Rene par- 
doned him, and the sister of the duke is now the 
happy bride of a German prince. 

Deeply affected, Elodie scarcely dared meet 
the eyes of the magnavimous warrior ‘ Count 
de Norindall,’ said she. ‘lowe you more than 
life, you have saved me......’ 

‘You owe me nothing.’ impatiently, inter- 
Tupted Egbert, * you oweall to the Recluse.’ 

‘Generous man! you will not, then, accept 
my gratitude ” 

‘Cruel Elodie! did you not refuse to accept 
my love ? 

As she sought to change the subject of con- 
Versation Elodie ventured to speak of the Coun- 
tess Imberg. According to the orders of Rene, 
that friend of Palzo was to be conveyed to Nancy 
for examination. ‘The Orphan pleaded the cause 
ef her protectress so warmly that Egbert pro- 
hhised to exert his powerful influence with the 
Duke of Lorraine in her favour. 

_ Egbert’s departure from Switzerland was fixed 
the next morning ; and the Orphan feeling 
t her presence at Nancy might be serviceable 
tothe countess, determined not to remain at the 


undertaken so long a journey for her sake. Na. 
| honour commanded the sacrifice of herself But 
alas! how could she leave the Recluse! how 
| S€parate herself from her powerfal protector! 
| how fly fromthe being who had almost become 
_partof herself! Her soul was torn with contlict- 
|| 19S ewotions, but duty gained the victory over 
love. Elodie decided on remaining with her 
|| Protectress while perils threatened her life ;_ buit 
should the countess be restored to liberty and 
prosperity, the gentle daughter of Helvetia would 





i Informed of the determination of Elodie, the 
| Count de Norindali felt a secret joy in the idea 
of being ber guide and defender during the jour. 
ney. 

The Orphan returned to the countess, and re- 
peated to her the promises of Egbert. She like- 
wise cominunicated her intentions of quitting the 
jabbey, and the gratitude of the countess was 
boundless 

The entrance to the cloister being no longer 
interdicted, Anselmo eagerly flew to bis young 
friend, aud expressed his joy at her deliverance 
|from the danger which threatened ber. 

*Who has revealed the conspiracy,’ said the | 
venerable pastor, ‘and released you from your 
painful captivity ?” 

* The benefactor of the valley, the Recluse.’ 

*The Recluse!’ echoed Anselmo, and his 
countenance assumed a melancholy expression. 
'* Elodie,’ continued he, * have you seen the in- 
| habitaut of the mountain since the arrival of the 
'perfidious Palzo ? 

* Yes,’ replied the blushing Orphan. 
‘Who calied him hither? 
* Elodie.’ 








_ | At alliemae me ame tine een 





Lgbert was to proceed with bis prisoner through 
the canton of Morat, in the middle of the night 
Elodie aud the countess were mounted on ric!.lv 
capartsoned mules. They travelled the valley 
The inhabitants of the village on learning the 
intended departure of the Orphan, though she 
assured them of her speedy return, pressed 
round her ; tears fell frow their eyes, and thei 
silent farewell affected her gentle heart. 


The shades of night bad begun to darken th: 
plain, but the snowy summits of the mountains 
were still gilded by the setting sun. The air 
was mild and serene, the village peaceful; the 
yellow tints of autumn were blended with th« 
verdure of the forest; the timid chamois was oc 
casionally seen leaping from rock to rock; the 
vulture of the Alps hovered above the clouds, 
and the torrent rolled its jimpid waters. Neve: 
had nature seemed so lovely in the eyes of the 
Orphan never had the valley presented so ravish 
inga prospect Alas! suchis the human heart, 
seldom does it feel the value of its possessions 
untilon the point of losing them; destined to 
endure regrets, rather than to enjoy, it appre 
|ciates only thatof which it is deprived. 

The grey walls of the monastery were already 
ilost in the distance. The lonely turrets, whabi- 
ted by the bird of darkness, and overhung with 
ithe matted ivy, arose in solitary grandeur. The 
|winds rushed through their crevices. but the 
‘foot of man no longer echoed on their summits. 
These ruins of grandeur, still imposing. seem 

ed to bid farewell to the traveller, whvu less hap- 
py than themselves, marks the pace of time while 
he endures its destructive enmity, and awaits 
tea gloomy anticipation the uncrring scythe of 
ate. 














* To defend you? 
‘To save me. 





jeluse ever spoken to you of love” 

‘ My father,’ replied Elodie, in an accent of} 
tenderness, as she answered this interrogation, | 
which was made ina severe tone, ‘is he forbid- | 
den to love? 

Anselmo was much agitated by this reply,, 
which carried conviction to his mind ‘God of 
mercy" cried he, ‘ thy will be done" 

The Maiden of Underlach then announced to} 
the old man her determination of accompanying | 
the countess of ‘mberg tc Nancy, defending her | 
before her judges, and afterwards returning to} 
Helvetia. The pastor of Underlach, though in 
his heart he condemned the guilty countess, 
could not but applaud the generosity of the Or- 
phan He considered, too, that the journey 
would separate her, at least for a time, from the 
Recluse; and possibly some powerful knight of 
the court of Lorraine might chase the unkuown | 
of the mountain from her recollection. Heaven | 
perhaps suinmoned the daughter of Saint Maur 
to Nancy to accomplish her destiny: and Ansel-| 
mo, commending her resolution, tenderly bade | 
her farewell. 

While the preparations for the journey were 
making, Elodie’s courage did not fail her, but) 
as the moment approached for her departure, her} 
feelings became powerfully affected. ‘ Beloved) 
valley" cried she, ‘I ai, then, going to quit) 
your peaceful shades. Like a fragile plant, torn 
from my native soil, and withered by the storm, 
where shall I find a place of rest!.... 

Her eyes were turned towards lake Morat, 
and a mournful sigh attested her secret suffer- 
ings. If she could but have informed him, who 
alone occupied her heart, of the motives for her 
hasty journey'—but to whom could she have 
confined her message—who dared to appreach 


the abode of the Recluse. 
According to his instructions, and to avoid any 








monastery. She could not abandon her who had 


sudden tumult on the part of the rebels, Count 


‘My daughter,’ said Anselmo, after a short || 
pause, ‘answer me with sincerity, has the Re-; 


Surrounded by guards, and loaded with 
chains, the Prince of Palzo was placed in front 
of the escort, which slowly defiled betwecn two 
jsteep mountains Suddenly the attention of the 
daughter of Saint Maur was arrested by a magic 
sound uttered by some one near her, and her 
heart beat violently at the name of the Wild 
Mountain 

Elodie was surrounded by high mountains, 
which like enormous natural fortresses raised 
their lofty ramparts above the clouds. These in- 
accessible peaks, the sublime palaces of eternal 
frost, in which the fatal avalanche is fermed, 
seemed destined to show how vearly earth can 
approach to heaven. These colossal wonders 
elevate the mind of man, that king of nature, 
whose thoughts soar above the earth, and whose 
soul is the great marvel of creation. 

Elodie, attended by Count Egbert and his 
followers, arrived at the foot of the mountain ; 
her eyes eagerly sought the mysterious forest 
and her heart throbbed with violence. She felt 
assured that he who divined the secret thoughts 
of princes, mast be aware of the motives of her 
departure, and of herintended return. Doubt- 
less the Recluse knew the hour when she would 
traverse the defiles, and doubtless he was there 
to takea farewell look on her he loved. Ah! 
what would she not have given to meet that look. 


Near the summit of the mountain Elodie per- 
ceived a rude habitation, surrounded by a few 
fir-trees. Her eyes were eagerly directed to- 
wards the rocky eminence on which the rustic 
edifice stood. Its walls were formed of the 
trunkgof trees, and itsroof was thatched with 
reeds ear this singular dwelling, which was 
almost en by the foilage of the forest, ap- 
peared an emblazoned shiefd, suspended on a 
warlike trophy. To thesurprise of the Orphan, 
Egbert, making a sign to his. companions, sud- 
denly stopped . and, while the drum beat, the 
whole troop humbly bowed, and lowered their 
lances before the wild hut of the Recluse, 











(To be Continued.) 
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FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


AN ACCOMPLISHED YOUNG LADY, 
OR NOTHING UNCOMMON. 


(Scene. Inside of one of the most 
respectable houses in New-York. Miss 
L riding her brother’s hobby-horse. 
Enter Latus Rectum.) 

L. R. Good morning, Miss L. how 
have you been these few days past ? 

Miss L. Perfectly bon joy, Mr. Rec-| 
tum,—as they say in France. 

L. R. Bon-jour, huni!—I perceive, | 
miss, you have learn’d to speak French’ 
during your visit to the eastern conti- 
nent. 

Miss L. O yes, sir, I’ve learn’t to 
polly voo ! 

L.R. Hum!—But pray mise, give 
me some of the particulars of your tra- 
vels. How was you pleas’d with Paris ? 

Miss L. Paris ?—Oh! it is a pure 
place !—I should like to be refined there’ 
all my lifetime ; so very volatish! and the’ 
mounseers are the most desquisit beau-| 
wes, you must know, Mr. Rectum, that [| 
am of French distraction. 

L.R. Ha!—well, I did not know! 
that ; but you'll certainly prove an hon- 
our to your ancestry ! 

Miss L. Je vues mercy /—as they say 
in Paris. Bat, Mr. Rectum, you'll sa- 
tirize me in the next paper, if I tell you 
every thing out slap-dash ! 

L.R. (aside) That I will, most pen- 
etrating miss! 

















Miss L. Never mind, although you 
did mention me in your ‘Sleigh Party” 
for lashing the horses, yet I don’t care. 
one fig for the depinion of the world. 

L.R. You're perfectly right, miss 
L., a little independency and spirit are 
always requisite : and, moreover, young 
ladies, now-a-days, ove to be made no- 
forious, no matter in what way, whether 
through virtue, accomplishments, or 
boldness ! : 

Miss L. By jinks! Mr. Rectum, you 
know more than I thought you did, our 
depinions come exaetly in contrast, so you 
may publish me as often as you please! 

L. R. I shall think myself happy in 
so doing miss. But proceed with your 
travels,—did you visit any of the public 
places ? 

Miss L. O yes, I went to the play- 
house once or twice, but the only pigce| 





that pleased me,—was the—what do ye 
call um? 1 don’t recollect the name, 
but a young Don somebody runs af- 
ter all the girls, and a pure fellow he is 
too!—but the devil takes him down to 
his imperious kingdom ! 

L. R. Hum!—you doubtless mean 
the play of Don Juan. 

Miss L. That’s the name. But the 
confounded gibberish !—I could not on- 
derstand it, so, you see, the sweet fel- 
low's: words was all unprevailing to me. 

L.R. Yes, so I perceive. 

Miss L. And Oh! that horrid music! 
there were thirty or forty little fiddles, 
ten or eleven big fiddles, five or six 
monstrous big fiddles :—and forty or fif- 
ty other wind instruments ; squeaking 
away ‘* furioso con Spirito!”” as my mu- 
sic master, Mr. Quaver, says: really, 
Mr. Rectum, I was almost eztracted! 
and I am heartily glad that they never 
translate French music into English ; 
and, even if they did, Inever could un- 
derstand it. 

L.R. Then pray, miss, if you do 
not understand French music,—what 
musical language do you ? 

Miss L. Why, ‘* Yankee Doodle” 
and ‘*Paddy Cary” are two sonatas, 
which I understand very well, and what’s} 
more, I can sing ‘* Blue eyed Mary”? in 
the true bravova style ! 

L. R. You*can! hum!—I should! 
like to hear you. Can’t you sing Sti- 
belt’s Storm Concerto in the true ballad 











style ? 

Miss L. I might perhaps, if I was to 
try. But I never had the facility of 
heaging that there song. 

L.R. You hav’nt ?—you who “have 
been to Paris, and never heard Stibelt’s 
Storm concerto !—that is odd indeed. 

Miss L. Oh—yes, now I know what 
you mean. When we were in the ship, 
@ monstrous storm arose, and we all 
liked to have been drownded. You 
want to satirize me, but I’m too cunning 
for you, ha/ ha/ ha! 

L.R. (aside) Aye, you’re a wonder- 
ful specie of the sly-genus !—But pray 
proceed: you visited Orleans, did you} 
not? 

MissL. Yes, but I don’t like the 
place, it is all fortified ; yet the air is/ 
celebrius (salubrious.) The place puts 





by the wondéfful lady, who tumble; 
down from heaven, dressed in a con 
plete suit of armour like a knight-g, 
rant: you know who I mean, she Was 


very mannish kind of a woman, a» @ 


raisec a dolphin to the throne Of Franeg 


L. R. A dolphin /~-miss, | pray yo | 
have mercy! Excuse me if I corpo, § 
you, but I presume you meam Joan yf 
Arc, often called the maid of Orlean 
who, supposing herself inspired 


Heaven, liberated France, and job), 
gave the Dauphin a crown wronght}; 
her invincible sword ! . 

Miss L. 
the maid of Vew-Orleans: she was, 
pure one, and, [ think, if I hadbee | 
there, I would have fought with her,» | 
make another crown with my invis) | 
sword /—But pray, Mr. Rectum, 
she not wife to Edward 3d. king of Erg 
land ? 

L. R. To Edward 3d.? no, no- 
she was never married, as | know oi 





Yes, that was the same on 





but perhaps your ideas run upon tht 
heroic Philippa. 

Miss L. Yes, I see I was mistaken 
But you know, Mr. Rectum, those ther 
history names are very hard to recollec 
and I am pretty reficient in memory. 

L. R. (aside) Say, rather, comme 
sense ! 

Miss L. Have you saw the new novi 
lately prohibited in this city ? ’tiscallé 
Shakspear. 

L.R. Shakspear? O yes, I hit 
seen it; "tis written by the author! 
** Much ado about nothing.” 

Miss L. Why, there now, Mis b 
told me it was written by the author 
Waverly. 

L. R. Pooh /--she was quite mi 
ken. But what have you here? ai 
collection of books ! : 

Miss L. Lud! nothing but dulls! 
which nobody but pa reads: | ne 
touch them. 

E.R. Never? well, that’s a P! 
for here is Hume’s history of Engl! 
Rollin’s ancient history, and, above 
Walker’s pronouncing Dictionary’ Ta : 
these books and study them, they ny 
give yon what you require—inlom™ 
tion ‘Hay, what are these in J” 
work-basket ? “¢ Oyid’s art of lot 
—good/—‘ The graces,”’ better’ 

















one in mind of the famous siege raised 





** London Magazine” ——fashions—— 
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dresses,—evening dresses,—new court- 
plaster—excellent ‘*_ Adieu, miss, I shall 
not satirize you in verse, I assure you, 
I do not wish to put the poetic muse to 
a blush ! 


exeunt omnes. 





this miserable island make those of the| 
isle of matrimony, the constant object 
of their ridicule, yet there have been 
numberless instances of their stealing 











* Elysium’” towhich so many of our male | 
population are hastening, we copy from an) 
old magazine, with the hope that it may afford 
some information, and caution them to be- 
ware of approaching too near its cold and 
comfortless shores. 


GEOGRAPHICAL DESCRIPTION OF 
BACHELOR'S ISLAND. 

Bachelor’s Island is situated on the 
burning sands of the deserts of Folly, 
where even the savage inhabitants of 
the forest seldom venture to tread, It 
is bounded on the East, by the regions 
Affectation, Vanity, and Deceit, on the 
North, by the territories of Fear and 
Cowardice ; on the South, by the burn- 
ing zone of remorse, disease, and death ; 
and, onthe West, by the dead lake of 
oblivion. Hence it is easily to be sup- 
posed, that the air of this island is sul- 
try, enervating, and pestiferous ; ex- 
posed to perpetual scenes of storm, hur- 
ricane, and tempest; and its climate 
like the minds of its inhabitants, is never 
settled for an hour. The spring of Bachel- 
or’s Island totally differs from that of 
any other I have hitherto read of, as 
that is here the reason of the most per- 
nicious heat, and in which the generali- 
ty of its inhabitants are possessed with 
a kind of madness, the most destructive 
to themselves, the most injurious to 
every civilized country, and the most 
subversive of unguarded innocence.— 
Those, who weather out the spring, and 
live to see the summer, though they 
lose a degree of their madness, yet, in 
that season they become artful, hypo- 
critical, andtreacherous. ‘Their winter 
is truly despicable indeed, since, among 
all nations upon earth, you cannot ex- 





| 
; i” some good-nat asy creatures 
The following geographical description of that) good-natured ea y creatures, to 


| become their nurses and restorers, after 


from their own island, into that of ma- 
trimony, where they have prevailed on 


their constitutions had been nearly ruin- 
ed in their former miserable abodes ; 
for, in the isle of matrimony, though 
clouds now and then gather over it, yet 
they serve only to render the remain- 
der of the day more brilliant and cheer- 
ful. In Bachelor’s Island, love is a 
thing much talked of but totally unknown 
to them ; and they are hated and despi- 
sed, robbed and plundered, by the ob- 
jects of their miserable embraces. If 
cards are the usual diversions of the peo- 
ple on the island of matrimony, they 
are considered only as an innocent 
amusement ; but, on Bachelor’s Island, 
they are productive of the most shock- 
ing vices, such as the grossest scenes of 
drunkenness and debauchery, the total 
ruin of fortune and reputation, and even 
murder itselfis sometimes the conse- 
quence. How many have quitted this |! st 





:|lisland, and fled to that they so much} 
despised, in order to repair their ruinc all; 
fortunes by secking a rich and amiable. 


partner ? Bachelor’s Isle is a mere des- 
ert, incapable of producing any thing) 
but nettles, thorns, and briers: here| 
are no bleating lambs to please the eye’ 
of innocence ; here no doves cherish 
their young, nor does the useful fawn! 
bound over their barren plains ; but| 
wolves, tygers, and crocodiles, are| 
here seen in abundance. Here are 
neither wife nor children to weep over 
the ashes of the deceased; but owls 
hoot, ravens croak, and the reptiles of 
the earth crawl over their graves. In 
short, of all animals that ever nature 
produced, an old bachelor must be the 








press your contempt of a man more) 
pointedly, than by calling Lim an old| 


bachelor—a thing that lives only for’ 


itself—a thing that has no social harmony , 
in its soul—a thing that cares for no-. 
body, and whom nobody regards—a_ 


thing that delights in fens and aorasses, | 
but hates the generous warmih of the’ 
noon day sun. 


Though the natives of | 


most contemptible ; he lives a useless 
being on the earth, dies without having 
answered the end of his creation, inop- 
position to the mandate of his great 
taaker, and is at last consigned to end- 


less oblivion. 





st 





It is safer to be attacked by some men, 
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POMPELA, 


The labours at this place have been 
carried on with such activity, that peo- 
ple may now pass through most of the 
streets. M. Williams, an English travel- 
ler, has lately visited these ruins He 
entered by the Appian way, through a 
narrow range of tombs, very well sculp- 
tured, on which he could read very 
distinctly the names of the dead. They 
have found near one of the gates of the 
city, asentry box with the skeleton of 
a soldier holding a lamp in his hand.— 
The greater part of the houses and pub- 
lic edifices preserve their ornaments of 
architecture and painting fresh and en- 
tire. The pavements of the strects is 
worn in many places with the wheels of 
carriages, and every where the life and 
activity of the inhabitants seem to have 
been all at once interrupted. At each 
step one discovers traces of the indus- 
try of a people overwhelmed in the 
midst of their labour. Here the shop 
of a blacksmith, with the hammer rest- 
ing on theanvil; there the shopof a 
sculpture filled with the statues just 
sketched out, and blocks of marble ; the 
shop of a baker or a wine merchant, 
whose drawers contain money ; a school, 
inthe midst of which is an elevation 
destined for the master ; a large theatre, 
a court house, an amphitheatre 220 feet 
in length; temples, barrackz, whose 
columns are covered with humorous 
inscriptions, and the names of soldiers 
who occupied it; walls, cisterns, pub- 
lic seats, beautiful altars in Mosaic, 
fragments of statues, earthen tubes for 
carrying water through the streets, 
prisons and fetters ; such are the prin- 
cipal remains of the arts of ancient 
Italy. ‘The houses of Pompeia are in 
general very low, Many of them are 
only ten feet high. The streets are 
about 16 feet wide, and the foot walks 3 
feet, considerably elevated. The nar- 
rower streets are only 6 feet wide, with 
side walks in proportion. —Sat. Mag. 
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The great have never been remarka- 
ble for veracity :—Pope Alexander the 
Vith. used to say, when reminded of 
promises bh he never intended to perform, 
‘It is true I did make a promise, but f 
did not take an oath to keep it.’ 








than to be protected by them. i 
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VARIETY. 





THE GOOD STORY TELLER. 


The good story teller possesses afruit- 
ful invention, and aways sufficient, ap- 
propriate words to explain his meaning. 
In a word, he has judgment to apply his 
subjects with propriety, spirit to pursue 
his narrative, and humour to enliven the 
points most diverting. 

Mr. Hogarth used to tell a story of his 
being once in company with several ar- 
tists, who were boasting of uncommon 
works each had executed. One, in 
particular, said he had written avolume 
in folio with a single pen, which he had 
mended 199 times. Another declared 
he had finished an equestrian statue 
with only a broken knife for a chisel, 
and a rolling pin fora mallet. A third 
stated, he had engraved a copperplate 
with no other tool than a rusty nail. “1 
told them,”’ said Hogarth, ‘ that I once 
paintéd a sacred history piece with one 
colour, which was neither heightened 
nor lowered ; making the back ground, 
shades, &c. with one unaltered colour.” 
The company expressed their astonish- 


ment, and begged he would relate the’ 


method of completing his performance. 
Hogarth thus informed them : 

‘I was sent for by a Sir Thomas 
Thornton, a man of singular disposition, 
to paint his staircase with some sacred 
historical piece, applicable to a circum- 
stance which happened to him once ; 
which was his being at sea, where he 
was pursued and taken by some Alge- 
rine pirates. I asked him what he 
thought of the Egyptians pursuing the 
children of Israel through the Red 
sea?” 

“ Egad,” said Sir Thomas, “a lucky 
thought. Well, my dear friend, begin 
it as soon as possible. But stay,’ stay ! 
hold, hold !—What is your price ? I al- 
ways like to make a bargain with you 
gentlemen of the brush.”’ 

“Dear sir,” Hogarth answered, “1 
can give you no answer to ‘hat until I 
have finished. I shall not be unreason- 
able ; you will pay me, I dare say, as 
an artist.” 

“Hey, egad, that you may depend 
on,” said the baronet ;—‘ but stay, 
stay !—hold, hold !—I can’t think of ex- 
ceeding ten guineas,” 5! 





Hogarth, piqued to have his talents so 
undervalued, accepted the terms on 


‘condition that five of the ten pieces 


should be advanced before he began. 
The five guineas were paid, and the 
painter desired to begin immediately. 

Hogarth rose early the next morning 
and took with him some common red 
paint, with whichsingle colour he cover- 
ed the staircase from topto bottom. He 
then went to Sir Thomas’s chamber and 
knocked at the door. The awakened 
knight asked—** Hey ! Who’s there ?”’ 

‘** Hogarth,” answered the painter. 

* Well! what do you want?” said Sir 
Thomas. 

** The job is done, Sir Thomas,” said 
Hogarth. 

** Done ?”’ asked the other. 


already! Hold, hey—stay, stay !—Let 
Ine get on my morning gown—done— 
hey—What, a week’s work done in a— 
hey. Stay, stay!” 

The knight hobbled out of his cham- 
ber as fast as his gouty legs would per- 
mit ; and, rubbing his eyes, cried out— 

“ What the devil have we here 2” 

“The Red sea, sir,’ Hogarth an- 





swered. 

«Phe Red sea!” said the astonished 
knight. ‘Hey! Stay, stay! Hold! 
hold!--But where the devil are the 
children of Israel ?”’ 

** They are all gone over,” said the 
painter. 

“ They are all gone over, are they ?”” 
Sir Thomas repeated. ‘Hey! Stay, 
stay !—Hold, hold !—But, zounds, where 
are the Ezyptains ?”’ 

** They are all drowned, Sir Thomas,” 
said Hogarth, who was considerably 
pleased to have thus so properly chasti- 
sed the illiberal treatment he had re- 
ceived. 





DREADFUL FATE OF A MISER IN PARIS. 


T———, an opulent ‘finaneier, had 
procured an iron door to be made for 
an obscure vault, in which he concealed 
his gold and silver ; and where he daily 
went to pay his adorations to the deity 
Mammon. The maker of the ingenious 
lock, warned him to be particularly at- 


« Hey, |! 
the devil! no,sure! The staircase done}; 
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lected to fasten it whilst in the vault, he 
would be himself irrecoverably caught 
in the snare he had laid for others. F 


Many years elapsed; the insatiate 
miser continued his accumulations, and 
regularly visited his hoard. He laid 
himself down among his treasure, num. 
bered his bags with the feelings of a yo. 
luptuary, and ranged them in order, jy 
that obscure vault, the only shrine of 
his worship.——-One day-in his transports, 
whilst animated by the idol he adored. 
and enjoying all the pleasures of aya. 
rice, he neglected to fix the fatal spring - 
the door closed upon him, and he re- 
thained forever entombed with his mo- 
ney and his despair. In vain he cries 
and roars, for he was in a dungeon dis. 





‘tant and inaccessible to every living 
creature, and from which no sound 
could be heard: his only companions 
were gold and hunger: and he there 
died distracted in the midst of his bags, 
piled one above another, all of which he 
would gladly have exchanged for a glass 
of water ora morsel of bread. Tedious 
and dreadful sufferings preceded his 
death; and the horror of his fate was 
not lessened or alleviated by the recol- 
‘lection of one generous or benevolent 
jjaction. What a shucking exit for a 
‘financier, affording a new and terrible 
subject for the drama, where it may be 
exhibited as a dreadful lesson to misers. 








In the mean while, his family, ignorant 
lof his fate, searched every where for 
him without success, as nobody knew of 
the hiding place, which the caution of 
avarice had caused to be dug secretly. 
This .sudden disappearance came at 
length to the knowledge of the lock- 
smith; who immediately suspecting the 
cause, discovered the mystery to the 
widow; by whose orders the iron door 
of the eave being forced open, a shock- 
ing spectacle appeared: the unhappy 
T——— starved to death, extended 
upon his treasure, having in hjs anguish 
torn and devoured the flesh from his 
own arms. The poor, whom he de- 
spised whilst alive, and to whose tears 
and supplications he turned a deaf ear, 
were moved by this shocking catastro- 
phe ; and even they deplored so melan- 





tentive to a certain spring, lest it might 








prove fatal to him; because if he neg- 





a fate, 
[Tableau de Paris. 
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ANECDOTE OF SIR WM. GOUCH. lcieieintateeahdeememestameennemeneniteeretnemenne ne 


POETRY. 








Nothing is unworthy of publication 
which may convey an useful lesson to 
mankind. When Sir William Gouch bath bate RAieend conmiane mame 
was governor of Virginia, being in con- Cie 
versation with a gentleman in a Sa OLD MAIDS.* 
the city of Williamsburg, he returned|| djfost humbly addressed to Miss C— R 
the salute of a poor negro, who Was |/O1j maids are things of little worth, 
passing by about his master’s business.|| The very founts of evil; 

‘‘ Sir,”’ said the gentleman, ‘‘ does your |} And, tho’ they play their parts on earth, 

honour descend so far as to salute ajj They're subject to the devil! 
f 99 m4 ” 

slave 2” “ Why, yes,” replied the Go Their tongues go like a noisy mill, ; 

vernor, “I cannot suffer a man of his}} The rattling of a windlass: 


condition to exceed me in good man- |}One cannot catch them standing still, 
Their calumny is endless. 








ners.” 


_ Their mouths volcanic craters are, 


What animal is it that in the morning }}_ The lairs of salamanders, 
goes upon all-four, in the middle of the Which spit forth lava every where, 
day upon two, and towards evening And crush the world with——slanders : 
upon three legs? ‘Itis man,’ answer- |/I heard one say, the other day, 
ed Oedipus, ‘ who, in his infancy, goes |} “Marry ?—pshaw!—1 would not /” 
upon all-four; then, growing bigger, The fact is this,—she’d fool’d away 
wants but two legs in order to walk ; Her days,—and, therefore, could not! 
and at last goes upon three, when in his Cramp'd with old age, and cramp'd with spite, 


old age he leans upon a stick.’ They grumble thro’ vexation: 
Their only solace is to dight 
A tale of defamation. 














An ignorant fellow maintained in com- 
pany, that the sun did not make his re- || n cats and dogs they place their love, 
yolution round the earth: ‘But how]] For want of something better, 

gt : ad , And if they don’t find homes above, 
then,’ said one to him, ‘is it possible, They'll g0 to—-——'tis no matter! 
that having reached the west, where he LATUS RECTUM. 
sets, he is seen to rise in the east, if he} » yiae yor, 4th, “ Old Backelors, by a Lady.” 
did not pass underneath the globe ?” 
‘How puzzled you are,’ replied this ob- 
stinate ignorant man; ‘he returns the FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 
same way ; and if it be not perceived, — 
it is on account of his coming back by||TO MISS JANE ol OF PHILADEL- 

A. 


When the bloom of the morning shall darken the 
: sight 
An Irish trader who was thought to|] Yo the cmmoutiien glories of eve, 


be a shrewd man being on a visit to a/|Orthe bright beam of hope no longer delight 
town in Flanders, his friend after carry- |} The heart that its beauties receive. 


ng higp may He chy 16 vem the CUT"! When the flowers of nature shall fade and decay 
osities, at length proposed to him to go | On the banks where the violet grew ; 
and see Castor and Bollux (these were || When the dews of the morning shall wither each 


two celebrated statues) Castor and Pol-|} — day 

lux ! said he, I never heard of that house || The primrose—tho’ bathed in that dew. 
before, 1 suppose it has been lately es- 
tablished. Do they deal ia linens. 





—_—_—_—_— 


night.’ 


— 








When oceans wild waving shall still its deep 
motion, 
Tho’ urged by the winds of the north; 
When all this shali happen, I'll feel so emotion, 
When I think of thy beauty -thy worth. 





A Persian philosopher being asked by 
what method he had acquired so much OS ER PE A RS 
oe ° - why do opes o youth fade ? 
knowledge, answered, By not sbeing i Like the ghmwer of eve 10 ceciive? 
prevented by shame from asking ques- jy s¢:1) must adore thee '—thou dower of May, 











tions when I was ignorant.” tbo’ I tear thou canst never Le wiae. i 


Yet forget not I love thee!—tho’ loving in vain, ¢ 
Is all that brings mis’ry to me, 
Yet beam but one smile—and again and again 
An angel I'll fondly believe thee! 
ZEB. 
West-Point, March 18. 
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BYRON. 


I saw thee in a vision bright, 

Enveloped in a garb of light 
Fierce,—brilliant,—yet refin’d ; 

Effulgence from thy halo burst 

As when the great Almighty first 
Ii!um’d a chaos blind! 


One half the beav’ns flash’d blasting ire, 
But by thine arm the lightning’s fire 
Seem*d from its path-way burl'd! 
While on thy right the smiling sky, 
Bright witb thine immortality, 
Its azure cloak unfurl'd. 


The vastness of thy muse’s sphere, 
Where fancy’s diff'rent labyrinths veer, 
Bestows a towering strain : 
For Sappho’s zest—aud Homer's fire, 
Blend with the life of Pindar’s lyre 
In one exhaustless vein! 


A flame Promethian burns before thee, 

And bold Catullus smiling o'er thee, 
lnvests thee with satire: 

Luxuriant Ovid loads thy pen, 

Transcendent Virgil nerves thy strain, 
Tibullus tunes thy lyre! 


The Thespian genius lights thy mind 
With eloquence and taste refin'd, 

Scarce known since Shakspear’s days : 
Thy every aim seems but to trace 
The passions of the human race, 

—To censure and to praise. 


Immortal bard!—thy fancy soars 
To more eunobling splendid shores, 
Than can be found on earth ; 
Where Hecla’s lava never fell, 4 
Or where the dread abyss of hell 
Is bound with a flaming girth! 


The regions of relentless death, 
The fragrance of a seraphs breath, 
Are not unknown to thee: 
An oriental diadem, 
The colours of its every gem 
Shine in thy poetry! 


When light illumes the eastern skies, 
The opec veil of darkuess flies 

Before the stniling morning 5 
So, softly from the black sublime, 
Thy fancy turns to teuder rhyme, 

Thy copious pen adorning! 

EUSTACE, 

West- Point, 1822, 


=. 
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LINES TO E. B. C.—BY A FRIEND. 


Oh! that I could depict the charms 
Of her Tf think the most diviac, 

And who's excited such alarms, 
Nought can appease until she’s wine. 


a et ee 





Your beauty's nought, when we compare 
It with a heart that ie-most kind; 

A heart, which if I could but share, 
I'd be the happiest of mankind. 


But I must not indulge in this, ~ 

There’s nought bat fortane’s frowas for me; 
And I can never think of bliss, 

As long as I must live from thee. 


Tis hard !—but still 'tis not less teue, 
My sad existence I’ve long borne, 
And "tis bat since I first saw you" 
mm My peace of mind from me was torn. 


Ah! do not think, most charming fair, 
That I could cease to love thee ever, 

1 own thou'rt to my heart most dear, 
I'll cease to love thee, never, never! 


—_—-=- 


SELECTED. 


-- AULD LANG SYNE.’ 


Oh! years have flown since tast we met, 
And sorrows have been mine ; 
And oft I've thought, with fond regret, 
On Auld Lang Syne. 


Thy proffer’d friendship cheer’d my heart, 
I frankly gave thee mine— 
When thou wert near I ceas’d to weep 
For Auld Lang Syne. 


I felt, while to thy bosom press’d, 
That greater bliss was mine, 
Than eer my youthful heart had known 
Since Auld Lang Syne. 


But fortune points thy path of life 
Far, far away from mine; 
This hour may be when next we meet, 
Ao Auld Lang Syne. 


Then fare thee well—if thou art blest, 

‘Thy friend will not repine, 
But sometimes give a kindly thought 
To Auld Lang Syne. 


— 
THE FLOWERS. 
(TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH.) 


With each expanding flower we find, 

Some pleasing sentiment combined ; 

Love in the Myrtle’s bloom is seen, 
Remembrance to the Violet clings, 

Peace brightens in the Olive’s green, 
Hope {com the half chosen Iris springs ; 

And Victory on the Laurel grows, 

abd IY oman blushes in the rose! 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
After reading the “ Lines to Edgar,” by “ Fio- 
‘ranthe,” we are compelled to pronounce them 
| inadmissable ;—the sentiment contained in them, 
‘however, we consider as good, and would re.| 
commend a cultivation of her poctic genius. 
| “Orlando,” and “ Harrold,” will appear in our } 
next. 
| *‘ Damon,” is received. Our friendly advice 
‘to him is, “cease not fo write any more,” 
‘with the exception of the frst word. 
| Several other cowmunications are receive 
both in prose and verse, which remain on file, 
‘and will meet with due attention. 
Information to “ ZeB.”—The manuscript copy 
‘of the French piece, under the signature of 
‘‘Walstane,” cannot be decyphered without 
‘some difficulty —a labour which we are averse to 
executing; consequently it remaitis on file 
‘amidst a mass of similar matter equally illegible, 
and unintelligible to our compositors. The poetic 
columns of our paper, we believe, will in part 
answer his other enquiry, and our thanks are 
i\due him, which we sincerely tender. 











The Theatre—We cannot but regret, in com- 
‘mon with our citizens, the loss of Mr. and Mrs. 
Barnes from off our stage. Their exit at this 
time, renders it more unpleasant, as the vacancy 
jin the Tragic and Comic departments which 
they have so admirably filled for a number of 
years, will not, we fear, be soon supplied. And 
though we join in the general farewell, we can- 
“not but indulge the pleasing hope that they will 





We are pleased to see by a notice in our cit 
papers, that Miss CuamMpLatn, has returned to 
the city, and re-commenced ber business of Min. 
iature Painting. The superior style and Correct. 
ness, with which this young lady executes her 
drawings, we think cannot fai} of attracting the 
attention of those who wish to encourage the 
native genius of our own country women, an 
obtain accurate miniatures of themselves, of of 
friends near and dear totbem. Her residence is 
at 96 Cherry-street. 


eee 
MARRIED, 


On Thursday evening of last week, by the 
Rev, Dr. Kuypers, James Anderson, m p, to 








d, Miss Eupheme C. Anthony, daughter of Mr. 


Nicholas Anthony, all of this city. 

On Friday last, Francis A. Livingston, Esq. of 
Rhinebeck, to Miss Cutharine Kissam, daughter 
of Dr. B. Kissam, deceased, of this city. 

On Saturday evening Jast, by the Rev. Dr. 
Covell, Mr. Samuel Marshall, to Mrs, Elizabeth 
Smith, all of this city. 

Mr. W. C. Wetmore, of the U. S. Navy, te 
Miss Susan M. Oram, daughter of James Oram, 
Esq. of tbis city. 

At Cambridge, Washington County, on th 
28th ult. by the Rev. Mr. Fonda, Mr, Jacod 
Tremper, Jun. of Stanton, Vir. te Miss Maria 
H. Pruyn, daughter of Francis-Pruyn, deceased, 
of the former place. 


3 


~ Soa es 


DIED, 


On Saturday morning last, after a lingering 


H iliness, Jacob S. Newson, son of the fate Capt 


Samuel! Newson, 
On Saturday night last, Mrs. Sarah Montanye, 





‘ere long return again, and wish we could say } 
with Juliet: 


,“ Good night, good night! parting is such sweet 
sorrow, 

“That I shall say—good night, till it be mor- 

row.” 


We understand the receipts of their benefits, 
amounted to three thousand dollars. 


Singular Intermarriage—A Mr. Hardwood 
had two daughters by his first wife, the eldest 
of whom was married to a Mr. John Coshick. 
This Coshick had a daughter by his first wife, 
whom old Hardwood married, and by her he 
bad a son —Therefore, John Coshick’s secon 
wife could say as follows :-— ~ 
My father is my son, and I’m my - % 

ther; vat 
My sister is my daughter—I’m grandmother to 
my brother. 





| Slander.—At the present session of the Su- 
preme Court of Litchfield, a young lady recever- 
ed @ ‘verdict of $500, in an action of slander, 
against a young gentleman of that county. 








which destroyed about 200 buildings, 


A fire took place at Havana afew weeks since, |i Terms, 4 dolls. per year —Country subscribe 





in the 66th year of her age. 

On Sunday morning last, Mrs. Collins, aged 
69 years, wife of Mr. Thomas Collins. 

On Saturday evening last, Mrs. Ann, wife of 
Jacob Doremus, in the 2ist year of her age. 

On Monday morning, Mrs. Elizabeth Ye 
Nortwick, in the 74th year of her age. 


————__—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—— 
LETTER-PRESS PRINTING. 


PaMPHLUETS, Carps, HANDBILLS, Cinct: 
LARS, &c. &c. executed with neatness and di* F 
patch, at the office of the Ladies’ Literary Ct 
binet, No. 30 William-st. directly opposite the & 
Post office. 

(<r Subscriptiéns for the Cabinet, Tf 
ceived at the publisher's offices No. 15 Cedar 
street, and No. 30 William-st. directly opp” 
the Post-Office. 


eo 


PRINTED AND PUBLISHED 
~BY NATHANIEL SMITH & CO. : 
At No. 15 Cedar-street, and 30 William-stt# 
directly opposite the Post-Office ; to whom 
« communications (post paid) may be 
addressed. 
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to pay in advance. 
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